The moll lament ah Ic T rdge&it 

And now prepare your throats: Lauinia come, 

Receaue the blood, and when chat they arc dead, 

Let me goe grinde their bones to powder fmallj 
And with this hatefull liquour temper it* 

Andin that paR elec their vilc?e heads be baktc, 

Come, come, be cuery oneofficious, 

To make this banket, which I whh may prone 
More flerncand bloody then the CemauresfeafL 
He curs their throats. 

Sonovv bring them in* for lie play the Cooke, 

And fee them ready againfl cheir Mother comes. 

Exeunt * 

Enter Lucius? UWarcttti and the (jotbet. 

Lu cites* Vnckle <JMarcHs y fince ti$ my fathers minde 
Th at ( repaire to R omc, I am content# 

£joth. And ours with thine befall what Fortune will# 
Lucias, Good Vnckle ukc you in this barbarous Mow, 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 

Let him receaue no fulienancc, fetter him* 

Till he be brought vmo the Emperoursfacc* 
s or teftimony of her foule proceedings : 

And fee the Anibuih ofourfriends be ftrong*, 

3 feare the Emptrour meanes no good toys, 

Moore* Some, deuill whifper curfcs intnineeare* 

And prompt me that my tongue may vtterforch, 

The vencmousmalliceof my fwelling heart, 

Lucius. Away inhumanedogge, vnhallowcdflauc, 
Sirs, helps our vnckle to conuey him in, 

The crumpets /hew the Empcrour is at hand. 

Sound T rumpetSyEnter Ensperour and Emprejfey with 
Tribunes and olhers , 

King, Whatjhath the firmament moc funnes then one? 


of Tim Andronicusi 

' Lucius . What bootesit thee to the patle i 

Marcus, Romes Emperour and Neph 

Thefe quarrels muft be qiuetly debated, 

The feaft is ready which the carefull i T»f us. 

Hath ordained to an honourable end, 
f or peace, for loue,for league and goo * 

Plcafe you therefore draw me and take your place*. 

Saturn . CMarcuswcviM. 

Sound trurupetsitntcr Titus like A Cooke, placing tke ™* 4te ** 
the Table , and Lauima With a vatic oner her / 4C : c . 

Titus. Welcom my gracious Lord, welcomdrea <X. 

Welcome ye warlike Gothes, welcome Luctut , 

And welcome all, although the cheere be poore, 

Twill fill your ftomacks, pleafe you eat of it. 

Saturn Why art choit thus attired Androntcus ? 

Titus . Bccaufc I would be fure tohaueall well* 
Toentertaine your highnes,and your Eropreflc. 

Tam. We are beholding to you good AndrontcuS, 

Titus. Andifyourhighnesknewmy hear t, you were % 

My Lord the Etnperour relolu e me this, 

Was it well done of rafti Vtr^tmus, 

To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Because flic wasenforft,ftaind, and dtflowrdc? 

Smut, It was AndronicUt. 

Titus. Your reafon mighty Lord ? 

Sat nr. Becaufc thegirle Chould not furunieher fiiame. 
Ar.d by her prefence ftill renew his forrowes* 

Titus. A reafon mighty, ftrong, and effcftuaH, 
Apatterne,prefidenr,and liuely warrant. 

For me moil wretched to performe the like, 

Die.di c, Lauima, and thy lhame with thee. 

And with thy lhame thy Fathers forrow die. he kills hen 

Saturn. Whachaft thou doue, vnnaturall and vnkinde. 7 

K l Tims. 
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